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PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN 
ARCHANCELS 


The rolling thumder of the sun 

Sets forth the music of the spheres; 

The brightest stax must yield its course 
before him. 

His fiery sight brings strength to angels, 
Though none can gresp, can fathon him. 

Thy mighty works, ch Lord, are wondrous now As 
on the day of their creation. 

And far below revolve before us 

She glories of the earth: 

Heavenly light draws after it the night; 
Deep darkness followed by the day. 

Mighty storms rage uncontrolled 

Fran sea to land, from land to sea. 

The lightning flames, the thunder roars. 

And yes Thy Heavenly Hosts, oh Lord, 

Pay honage to the gentle passage of Thy day. 
The awescme sight brings strength to angels, 
Though none can grasp, can fathom Thee; 

Thy mighty works, oh Lord, are wondrous now As 
on the day cf their creation. 


MEPHISTOPHELES 


Good morning, my Lord. As long as you were 
holding court anyway to ask how things are 
going, and since you usec to be glad tc see 
me, I thought I'd put in an appearance. I 
know that you heavenly host make fun of the 
way I talk, but If I ‘ied to wax poetic, even 
you would laugh-—-if vou hadn't given 

up laughing a long time ago. I don't have 
much to say ahout the wonders of the universe. 
I have to work with people, you know, and all 
they do is torment themselves. The little god 
of earth will never change. He's about as 
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wondrous now as on the day you made him. His 
Life would be a lot pleasanter if you hadn't 
blessed him with your gifts of divine Light. 
He calls it reasom--but he only uses it to 
become more animal~like than any dumb animal. 
He seemm te me, if you don't mind my saying 
Or Like a long-legged < grasshopper, leaping 
anc flying and ending wo iving in the grass 
singing the same old song. I just wish he'd 
stay there in the grass instead of rooting 
around in all the filth he can find. 


LORD 


Is that all you have to say to me? Must you 
always come to prosecute? Is nothing on 
earth right for you? 


MEPH 


Thank god, nol TI still find it delightfully 
hellish dewn there. Men are so pitiful that 

I almost pity then. I almost have to force myself 
to torment those poor people. 


LOPD 
Do you know Faust? 
, MEPH 
Dr. Faust? 
LORD 
My servant! 
BEPH 


Oh? You have a rather strange servant there. 

I don't know just what he's leoking for, but 
it evidently doesn't grow on earth. He knows 
himself that he's half mad, but he just 

keeps on going after whatever it is he's after. 
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Tt doubt that meving heaven and earth would 
satisfy hin. 


LORD 


Though he serves me now bewildered, scon I 
shall guide him into clarity. ‘The gardener 
loxws that a harvest of fruit is first 
preceded by a few green leaves. 


MEPH 


What will you bet? You'll lose him before 
I've finished -- if you'll allow me to guide 
him gently down my road. 


LORD 


As long as he lives on earth, so long you may 
try to mislead him. For two fold is the 
éestiny of man: to strive -~ to err. 


MEPH 


As long as he's alive! Thank vou! I've never 
cared to work with the dead. I've always 
preferred the rosy cheeks of the living. The 
way a cat would rather toy with a live mouse, 
than eat a dead one. 


LORD 
Se be it! Seduce this spirit from his one 
true course; drag him down, if you can hold 
him. But stand ashamed when you must confess: 
a good man, despite bewildered groping, is 
well. aware which path to take. 

MEPE. 


Agreed, It won't take me long to win my bet. 
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Do you remember back in the Gaxden of Eden 
how you made my cousin crawl? Well this time 
it'lL be man who is dust and likes it. And 
once I've won, I hope you won't mind my 
caning back to...boast about it a little? 


LORD 


Nor to that do I object. I have never hated 
you and yours. Of all the spirits of negation, 
the joker troubles me the least. ‘Too easily 
is man attracbed to a life of nest and esse, 
and so T send him one who pricks and prods 
and goads -~ in short, a devil. But you, 
true sons of heaven, shall delight in the 
living wealth of beauty. May eternal change, 
woich lives and works forever, enfold you in 
the bonds of love. 

(The heavens close, the archangels depart.) 


MEPH 


I really enjoy seeing the Old Man now and 
then. Hope he never really gets mad at mei 
It's really nice of such a famous person to 
stop and talk and be so friendly -~- even to 
the devil. 


scene T 


T've mastered philosophy, law and medicine. 
T've even made a thorough study of theology. 
And I know just about as much as I did when 
I first began my work. I'm called master and 
doctor -~ and for the past ten years I've led 
i ante ee oe ee eee eee. 
-~ back and forth -~ all the while knowing - 
that I do not know. Tim seme cleaver then tha 
vest of these fools: the doctors and the 
lawyers and the priests; I'm bothered by 
neither doubts nor scruples; I fear neither 
heaven nor hell. But in return I am divest 
of all pleasure, all satisfaction. I don't 
deceive myself that al oes ceo Wea 
of true worth. I don't imagine that my 
teaching will ever convert or even better 
ny fellow men. T have no money ... own no 
property. The world gives me neither honor 
nor glory. Not even a deq would want to go on 
living under these conditions. So now I've 
even turned to magic to see whether the voice 
and the power of the Spirit can reveal life's 
mysteries tome. So that I may caase teaching 
what. I myself don't know; perhaps to finally 
sea what holds the universe together; and 
through seeing its germination -~ its working 
-~ rid myself of the burden of empty useless 
i words. For the meaningless words in these 
books manuscripts serve only to wall me 
in, to cut me off from the very Nature, the 
very world I seek to comprehend. Took at 
your world, Faust! Instead of living, 
pulsing Nature, for which Ged created man, 
you have tamied yourself in dust and mold, 
dead books, Gead bones. ee 


himself: "Tt is ot the spirit world 4 which is 
sealed off; it is your mind which is closed,/ 
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your heart which is dead. Up scholar, and 
bathe your human breast in the awakening Light 
of dawn." es I feel your presence, oh 
Spirit of the Earth. You hover near. With 
this sign I summon you to appear. Appear, ari 
if I die for it! 


SPIRIT 
Who Calls me? 
FAUST 
Away: Leave met 
SPIRIT 


Long has your feeble will tugged at my sphere. 
Now you have found the power to call me and you.. 


FAUST 
‘way? I cannot bear to lock. 
SPIRIT 


Your only desire was to hear my voice, to see 
my face ... Here I am. Where are you, Faust? 
Where is the superman who could dare the 
forbidden, who would be equal with us, the 
spirits? Is that you, lying in the dust, 
quivering at my voice, cringing like a wom? 
Are you the mighty Faust who called so boldly? 


FAUST 
Shall I flinch before a flane? I an Faust -- 
your equal! You, whose earthy projects have 
not end, how near I an to you. How near akin 
I feel to you. 


You resemble the spirit which you are also to 
comprehend -~ not me. 
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FALST 


Not you? Then whem do I resemble? I, created in 
the image of God. And not your equal? Need I 
ask who knocks? How often has my assistant 
chosen to interrupt at the very moment when... 


WAGNER 


LI beg your pardon, but I heard you declaiming. 

A scene from a Greek tragedy, right? I certainly 
didn't want to miss the opportunity of hearing 

a master of elocution perform. I have to acquire 
that art, for people are impressed when a 
‘gcholar speaks. And I've even heard it said that 
a preacher could learn much from an actor? 


FAUST 


Yes, if the preacher only wants to recite scmecne 
else's lines -~ as may well be the case. 


WAGNER 


We scholars have so little contact with the world 
and yet it is our duty to lead by persuasive 


learned men, they ‘should hear us. at our best. I 
well know that a speaker's style is just as 
important as what he says ~ and certainly more 
effective. Unfortunately my own elecution is 


* not yet perfect. 


FAUST 


Form! Style! Wonls! What would you do? Mix 
water and flour and paste together little words 
to make Little sentences. What do you want? 

To feed the world with a stew you have stirred 
together from another man's leftover ideas? 
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Wagner, if you learn nothing else of value 
from me, learn this: Truth needs no rhetoric: 
ete Se Be te ie ee eee When 

soul swells with thoughts which must be 
expressed, which must be shared, there is no 
need to search for wonis. Unless a sermon 
expressed true feeling, the preaching delivers 
no message. What is there to teach, save that 
which is the natural child of both heart and 
mind? An honest word, no mather how poorly 
spoken, will win its own followars. 


WAGNER 


But to use a wise man's awn words is to show 
how men thought before us. They carry us back 
and reveal to us the spirit of time past, 
reveal. to us how wonéerfully far our own age 
has progressed. 


FAUST 


Oh, such progressit My friend, history is a book 
with seven seals. What you call the spirit cf 
the time is nothing but the spirit of those 

men in whem theiz age is reflected. We cast 

one glance into the mirxor of their hocks, 

theix works -- take one look at the misery 
reflected there -~ and then lock it away or 

lay it aside to gather dust on a shelf ~~ a 
growing heap of trash and garbage. 


WAGNER 
But the world? Her history? ‘The heart and mind 
ef man? Of these things each of us would gain 


Yes, whet you call understanding. But who dares 
give the child his real name? Those few who had 
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uverstanding, who were foolish enough not to 
pide their insight -—- their visions -— from 
the mobs, those few, I say are soon burned or 
crecified. TI beg you, friend; it is very 
late, and I still have much to do. 


WAGNER 


{ would have been glad to stay up and continue 
this learned conversation with you. But tomorrow 
is Easter Sunday. Perhaps I can return then 
and ask seme more questions. I've studied 

hard, and I do know a lot — but I'd really like 
to learn everything before I get too much 

older. 


How strange that hope can live in one who 
clings to trash; who greedily digs for treasure 
and is happy to uncover earthworms in the mud, 
ang he dared break my contact with the spirit 
world, he is a braying ass! No, I do hin 
wrong, for one brief marent his Grivel drowned 
out that terrible pronouncement: "YOU are not 
like me.” I, created in the image of God, 

once thought that these, my books and 
manuscripts, these instruments of science, had 
brought me to the gates of knowledge; that I 
needed only the sacred signs and symbols to 
gain entrance. But one word sufficed to show 
ee ee 
skull ~—- grimming, laughing, mocking. No, 
Faust. What you inherited from your father, 
frem his father's father, is useless trash. 
You are no god, an insignificant wom, 
crawling around in a world of dust in the 
midst of a vast, immeasurable universe -~ 
damed with the realization that for you 

there are only questions, no answers, no 
knowledge. Nothing in life -~ nothing in life. 
Then farewell to life. and through the only 
significant act of my life, I gain the 
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ynowledge which man has sought from the moment 
of his birth. What power is this which seizes 
my hand, forces the glass down fram my lips? 
faster bells? Morning so soon? Go tell your 
Easter story to those who can believe in 
miracles. I hear your message, but I cannot 
believe; for faith must give birth to belief 
in the miraculous. As a child I was unable to 
believe that which I could not know, could not 
understand. How long since I thought of my 
childhood. I remesber going to church ~- 
praying ~~ believing. Oh, songs, of heaven, 
sing on! Tears well up. Sing om! Den't 
jeave mei The earth again holds me fast! 


Scene IT 


WACHER 


Ordinarily I wouldn't spend my Sunday afternoon 
out here. I nomnally stay away fro this type 
people. They’ re so loud and coarse. But 

walking with you, Doctor, is a great honor —and 
se worthwhile. Notice how respectful they all 
are to you. The fathers point you out to their 
sons, The mothers curtsy and almost kneel when 
you pass by. It must give you a wonderful feeling. 


FAUST 


They honor the physician, not me. Years ago the 
plague passe’ through this land. The neople came 
to me for help. Some whan I treated lived in 
spite of me. The rest I helped to die. Yes, ny 
friend, it is a wonderful feeling to know 
yourself a murderer but be honored as a savior. 
The knowledge which I needed to help then, I 
Gicn't have. What I cid know did more ham than 
good. Cane, let us rest. I used to comehere as 
a boy and dream. Below, in the valley lay the 
village, peace, happiness, home and family. But 
always I was conscious of a vague stirring in my 
heart; a desire to look upward into the heavens; 
and then, because it was impossible, an 
overpowering desire to pull myself up to the 
stars and look beyond them -~ and childish 
happiness and contentment were buried in a 
growiny vearning and frustration. 


WAGNER 


I, too, get rather peculiar ideas now and then 
but never anything like that. I've found that 
just unrolling one of my precious manuscripts, 
just the feel of the parchment, transports me tc 
heaven itself. 
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FAUST 


You are awere of only the one desire. I pray 
that you never learn to know the other. Alas, 
two souls dwell here in this my breast, and 
one of them seeks to tear loose from the other. 
he one, sensual and passionate, hugs tight 
the world and her pleasures. ‘The other claws 
its way upward out of the dust, reaching for 
its lefty heritage. Oh, if there be spirits 
in the air, hovering between heaven and earth, 
let then come down and bear me away to a new, 
exciting life. If I owed a magic cloak 
which could carry me off to distant lands, I 
wouldn't trade it for the robes of a king. 


bo not call upon those beings out there, for 
they bring evil and danger to man. They listen 
gladly to your words, but only that they may 
cause harm. They obey man willingly because 
they are thus able to deceive him. They 
pretend to be from heaven and they sound like 
angels when they lie to you; Poctor, it is 
getting cold and dark; it's best. to be at 
home at night. What is the matter? What are 
you staring at? What can you see in the 
darkness? 


FAUST 
Do you see a black dog scampering around? 


I saw it a long time ago, but it didn't seem 
worth bothering about. 


Watch him carefully. What kind of deg is it? 
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Why, a poodle, sniffing around for a trace of 
its master. 


Notice that in circling round and round it's 
getting closer and closer to us. If I'm not 
mistaken, it's leaving a trail of sparks as 
it runs. 

WAGHER 


TI see nothing but a black poodle. Your eyes 
are deceiving you, sir. 


FAUST 
I have the feeling that he's gently tying a 
noose around our feet, but that it is meant 
ultimately for our necks. 
WACNER 


The deg is simply excited at the sight of tyo 
strangers 


FAUST 


The circle narrows; he's getting near. 


See there, naw! It's just a dog. It snarls: 
now it crouches; there; the tail is wagging. 
It's just a deg. 


Come here. Come over here. 
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WAGNER 


It's just a stupid poodle. Pet it and it'll 
jump up on you. Throw samething and it'll fetch 
it. Throw your cane into the water and it'll 
just jump right in after it. 

FAUST 


you're probably right. There are no 
spirits aromd. It's just the fumy way the 
dog was treined. 


WAGNER. 


Bven a wise man can become very fond of a 
well~trained dog. The students who trained 
this ane evidently found him to be an excellent 
scholar. 
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It's just a stupid poodle. Pet it and it'll 
jump up on you. Throw something and it'll fetch 
it. ‘Throw your cane into the water and it'll 
just jusap right in after it. 

you're probably right. ‘There are no spirits 


aromd. It's just the furmy way the dog was 


Even a wise man can became very fond of a well~ 
trained dog. The students who trained this one 
evidently found him to be an excellent scholar. 


Scene III 
FALST 


(Rntering with a poodle) Darkness has fallen over 
the fields and meadows and with a foreboding 
shudder my bitter soul again awakens, free 

fron wild desires. The love of God gently 
rouses Charity in my heart. Be quiet! Behave 
yourself, if you want to stay here. Back here 
jin my cell I can again hear the voice of reason, 
and hope begins to blocm. Once more I long for the 
rivers of life and am ready to continue the search 
for their source. Dontt disturb my 


inner peace with your snarling and growling. 
I've gotten used to men mocking things which 
they don't understand. Must I accept it from 

a dog, too? It's too late. In spite of myself it 
is no longer contentment which flows from 

out of my breast. But one who has as much pain- 
ful experience as I, knows how to remedy the 


the kooks) How often I have felt that 

the Sacred Scriptures should be open to the people. 
But Greek and Hebrew bar them from 

ever receiving the Revelatiom. If the 
Testament were put into their om language... 
(he prepares to write) It is written: "In 
the beginning was the Word.” No, I cannot 
place such importance on the Word. If the 
Spirit rightly inspires me, it should be 
translated: "In the beginning wes the 
intellect." But consider this first line 
carefully. I8 it Intellect which creates and 
brings all things into being? It should read: 


Poodle, if you're going to stay here, you'll 
have to settle down somewhere. If you don't 
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like it here, get out! The door is open. 
(Poodle moves restlessly-seans to expand.) 

Are you then indeed more than a dog? What 
lurks inside you. (draws a sign in the air and 
mutters an incantation) You sought me out, you 
Spied me out... I drive you out. Whether good 
or evil, whether flesh or spirit, reveal 

5 - (Meph appears dressej like a 
eine aacied 


MEPH 


qhere is no need for all this fuss and bother. 
I'm at your service, sir. 


FAUST 


So that's what was hiding under the pcodle's 
fur, a traveling scholar, how appropriate. 


MEPH 


I congratulate the doctor. Your methods are 
crude, but effective. 


FAUST 
Who are you? What's your name? 
MEPH 


My name? I thought I heard you mumbling about 
how little importance you placed on the word. 


FAUST 


With your type you can usually tell a lot 
from the name, especially when they call you 
the 

"Destroyer," the God of Flies and the God of 
Lies. All right, then who are you? 
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MEPH 


t am the Spirit which always negates-~-and rightly 
so. For anything which is created deserves to 
be destroyed. ‘Therefore it would be better if 
nothing were created. So everything which you 
call sin, destruction, in short, evil, is my 
natural element. But we have much time before 
us. For this moment may I have your permission 
to leave? 


Vhy ask me? I just met you. Come and see me 
whenever you want. ‘There is a door, a window, 
or use the smokestack if you want. 

MEPH 


I'm afraid that pentagram above the door pre- 
vents my leaving. 


FAUST 
Then why were you able to come in that way? 
MPPEH 
I£ you look closely, you'll see that the one 
corner is broken open a little. Unfortunately 


the poodle didn't notice it when he came in; 
so now the devil is unable to get out. 


Then use the window. 


It is a law anong devils and spirits that they 
must leave the same way they entered. We have 
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free choice of entrance but we are bound to 
exit the same way. 


PRUST 


So even hell has laws. Good. I'11 remove the 
pentagram after you have shown me some of the 
great power you ane supposed to possess. 

MEPH 
I had hoped to save that for another time. 
But if you insist... (hokus-pokuses Faust 
to sleep. Summons mice to destroy the 
pentagram. Leaves.) 


FAUST 


(awakening) Was this all a dream? Did I 
actually have the devil prisoner? Or was 
it just a poodle which escaped? 
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Scene IV 
FAUST*S STUDY 
FAUST 


(a knock at the deor) Come in! Now who wants 
to bother me? 


MEPH 
It's I. 

FAUST 
Come in. 

MEPH 


You'll have to say it three times. 
FAUST 

All right; came in then. 
MEPH 


That's the way I like it. I think we'll get along 
fine. To put you into a better mood I've come 
as a real aristocrat: red trimmed in gold, 
heavy brocade cloak, cock's feather in my hat, 
and a sharp young blade (taps Faust) at my side. 
I suggest that you, too, put on same decent 
clothes, leave this mausoleum and come outside 
and find out what it-means-to really Live. 


FAUST 


Changing clothes isn't going te change me any. 
I'm too old to just play around...and too 

young not to wish I could. What's the world 
out there have to offer me? All my life it's 
been the same old song: learn to do without; 
be patient, these things take time. I dread 
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getting up to face another day predestined not 
to fulfill one single wish for me~not one single 
desire. Always frustrated by the practical Limi- 
tations of life. The night is even worse; I 
fight sleep, for it brings me no rest, only the 
wild horror of dreams. The god which lives here 
(indicates heart) can stir my inmost soul. But 
this god which can bend my will to his, is 

less to change even one external thing. 
This life has taught me to hate my very existence, 
to long for death. 


MEPH 
And yet death is somehow never quite welcome. 
FAUST 
(“How fortunate the man whom death overtakes at 
~ the moment of victory, or in the ams of love. 
/ Had my own life only ended in the presence 
of the spirit. 
MEPH 


And who was it failed to drink that good 
brown juice the other night? 


FAUST 
Evidently spying is one of your hobbies. 
MEPH 
I may not be amiscient, but I'm well informed. 
FAUST 
Childlike I let myself be deceiwéd by memories 
of childheod faith and the hope of a better 


day. Now I curse those things which seek to 
bind me to this life: I curse the empty shell 
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of high opinion, the delusion of fame and glory. 
I curse all earthly possessions, wife and child, 
wealth and power. I curse the confort of wine, 
the joy of love. I curse hope; I curse faith; 
and above all, I amse patience. 


MEPEH 


Stop toying with your grief. It's feeding off 
your life like a vulture. Human company, no 
matter how low down, will make you feel like a 
man among men. Oh course, I'm not in the 
Spirit's Blue Book, but if you care to go 
through Life with me, I'm at your service. 
I'll be your guide and companion, and if you 


went, your servant and slave. 

FAUST 
And what must I do for you in returm? 

MEPH 
We can settle that some other time. 

FAUST 
Oh, no. The devil is too much an egotist just 
to want to do nice things for someone else. 
Speli out your conditions. Having a servant 
like you is ant to be a bit dangerous. 

MEPH 
I'll obey your every command, rush to grant your 
every whim, as long as we're down here. When we 
meet again on the other side, you'll do the 
same for me. 

FAUST 


The other side doesn't concernme. First smash 
this world to bits; then you can put the next 
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world in its place if you want. My joys and 
sorrows arise on this earth. If I can rid 
myself of then, then I don*t care what happens 
afterwards. I'm not interested in hearing 
whether there is love and hatmed, or up and 
Gown in the next world. 


HEPH 


That's the right spirit. Let's shake on it! 
You'll soon lear to enjoy my special talents. 
T'll give you things as yet unseen by other men. 


You poor devil, what can you give? Has one of 
your kindred ever yet. understood the human spirit? 
A mortal soul seated before a pretty picture -- 
is that man's highest endeavor? You offer me 
unending joy and satisfaction. It would satisfy 
nothing. Offer me food which cannot fill me. 
Offer gold which is blown away like dust. Show 
me a game which cannot be won. Give me a 
eg whose arms are arcund me and whose eves 

on my neighbor. Show me fruit 
sihich rots before it can be picked and trees 
which change their leaves every day. Free my 
soul te ream restlessly, searching, wf 
for infinite variety, endless change. 


MEPH 


An order like that I can fill too. But, . 
remember, friend, the day will come when you'll 
be glad to enjoy something at your leisure. 


Ié ever you find me lolling on a bed of ease, 
then I'm finished. If ever you can flatter me 
into being satisfied with myself, if ever 
pleasure so deceives me, then let that day be 
my last. That's my offer. 
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MEDH 


ATES. 
FAUST 


Shake. If I should hold to same passing fancy, 
should whisper to the fleeting manent; dm't 
leave me, then bring cut your chains; toll the 
deathknell for me. Your service shall be ended 
and time for m2 mm out. 


MEP 


Think carefully what you're saying: we won't 
forget. it. 


FAUST 


Good. I'm well aware of what I'm saying. As 
long as I aa content to he as I now an, I'm 
nothing hut a slave — whether yours or whose 


makes no difference. 
MEPEH 


I'll start to work right away. But there's one 
more thing ... just in case ... I'll have to ask 
you to put something down on paper for me. 


FAUST 


I gather you don't know what a gentlemen's 
aqreement means. Isn't it enough that my spoken 
word now binés me forever? [oes 

writing sanehav make me more honorable? What co 
you want fron me (evil spirit), brass? rarble. 
parctment? nener? Shall I use a pen? carve it 
with a knife? or use a chisel? 


MEPT 


Yeu don't have to lecture me. Just a scrap of 
something ... and you sign it with a drop of 
blood. 


FAUST 


Ali right; if it'll make you happy, let's cet 
on with it. 


MEPH 
Blood is a very special juice. 
FAUST 


You're still afraid I'll break my word. What 
I've promised is the only thing for which I care. 
I had rated myself too hich. The Spirit 
scorned me because I ranked no highex than you. 
My thread of thought has been broken; learning 
sickens me. My passions can anly be quenched 
through the sense. Get your miracles ani your 
Magic ready. Plunge me into the stream of 
what you call life. Show me pain and joy 
-~disappointment and success. ‘The human spirit 
thrives on restless action. 


MEPH 


For you there is neither limit nor boundary set. 
I£ you want to try a little of everything, 

catch it on the fly, so to speak, fine; I hope 
your pleasures agree with you. But jump right 
in, don't play around. 


FAUST 


Will you rever understand? I seek only that 
pleasure which brings no regret. But since 
the source of pleasure is alse the cause cof 
regret, the only hope of fulfillment is to 
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flee the source of pleasure hefore it tums to 
remorse. Therefore I dedicate myself to loving 
hatred and painful joy. Now that my soul is 
cured of its mania for knowledge, it shall in 
the future sium no pain, no sorray. Whatever 
is the fate of all mankind, that I want to 
taste within my soul. I want my spirit to 
touch the highest and the Imvest, to expand 
myself into the self of all men ... and, like 
mankind, be destroyed in the end. 


MEPH 


I've been chewing on this for thousands of 
years now. No cone individual can hope to 
digest everything on the menu. Take our word 
for it: Such a meal should be served only to 
a god. A god can live in the brilliance of 
everlasting light; my kind is releqdated to 
impenetrable blackness. Your moments of 
clarity must be followed by neriods of 
restful darkness. 


FAUST 
Nevertheless, that's what I want. 

MEPH 
Listen to hin! One thing worries me. How much 
time do you expect it te take for one mortal 
man to heap upon himself the experiences of the 
whole human race? I'd Like to meet 
this Mr. Microcosm who's goiny to do it all 
in one short lifetime. 

FAUST 


What am I, if I cannot hope to attain the cram 
of mmanity toward which all my senses strive? 
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MEPH 


You are--in the end--what you are. Wear a fancy wig 
and welk about on stilts to make yourself look 
taller, if you want; you'll still be what you are. 
That you cannot change. 


Again I feel that I've wasted my time scraping 
together the treasures of the human mind. When 
I examine myself I find that I am no stronger, 
no taller, and no closer to infinity. 


MEPH 


You're looking at things the way most people look at 
things. We've got to be smarter than that or all the 
fin of living will pass us hy. What the hell... your 
hands and your feet, your head and your tail, your 
front. end and your rear end, they're all yours; they 
belong to you alone. foes that mean that that's all 
you can enjoy? Can't you make the strength and speed 
of a good tean of horses yours? Can't you enjov a 
woman's beauty just because she belongs to your 
neighbor and not to you? You 

waste too much time thinking. Let's get started. 
Only a jackass would starve to Ceath while he 

tries to figure out which pile of oats to eat. 


FAUST 
How do we start? 
MEPEH 
We get out of this torture chamber. You don't want 
to stay around here boring vourself and your 


students. That chubby assistant professor next 


door can co that. He has his lecture notes all 
memorized. Besides, the best of what you do know 
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you aren't allowed to tell youngsters in college. 
By the way, there was one waiting for you out in 
the hall when I ceme in. 


FALET 
t can't face him now. 


MEPS 
pas” aoe 


Whe poor fellow has been waiting a long tine. we 
can't send him away hungry. Loan me your cap 
and gowm-—the disguise will fit my personality 
ctly. (he changes his outer clothing) Just 
it to me now. It'll take about 
ten minutes-—you get ready to leave that while. 
(exit Faust) 


(Gn Faust's gown) When you learn to despise man' 
$two highest gifts, knowledge.and reason, when 
you prefer the magic of the Prince of Lies, then 
Ihave you body and soul. Fate has given him a 
spirit which cannot be restrained, which whips 
him up and over earthly pleasure. I'1) give him 
a first-class tour: exhaust him with lechery; 
suffocate him with mediocrity; dram him in filth. 
I'l) shoy that insatiable appetite of his food and 
drink of which he has never dreamed. And 
he'll. beg to be allowed to eat it. Whether he 
belongs to the devil or not, his doom is sealed. 
(a student enters) 


STUCENT 
I'm new at the college, but everyone has advised me 


to work under you. I've come to ask you to take me 
as a candidate. 
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MEPH 


Thank you, that's very nice. But I'm no different 
fran the others. Have you tried anyone else? 


STUDENT 
Please take me on. I kmow I'm motivated-~and I 
can pey all my fees. My mother didn't want me to 
coe, but I want to learn something worthwhile. 
MEPH 
Well, you've come to the right place for that. 
S TULENT 
T tell you the truth, I'm almost ready to leave. 
All these walls and corridors. I seem so hemmed in. 
Axi in the classroans and the auditorium I 
get so scared I forget. evervthing I knew. 
MEPH 
You'll get used to it. Same babies won't nurse 
at first, but as they grow older they learm to 
appreciate the breast more and more. 
STUDENT 


I think I'd like that; hav do I learn? Cen 
someone show me? 


HEPH 
Before we go any further--have you chosen a major? 


STUDENT 
I want to be really educated and understand all 
about the earth and nature and the heavens. I think 
I should study science. 
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HEPH 

A good choice. But be careful not to be distracted. 
STUDENT 


No, sir. I intend to work hard. I would Like to 
have a little time for myself, of course; there's 
more to school thn just studying. 


MEPH 


Make good use of your time. The proper methodo- logy can 
show you how to actually gain time. 

Therefore I advise you to take the basic course 

in logic, first. There you will learn to train your 
mimi, to harness it, to hold it down to one thought at a 
tine, rejecting all others , instead of facing forward 
from idea to idea. What good **es it Go to Inild a house 
unless you are aware 

that you must lay the first stone before you can set the 
second upon it? Analysis is the impor- tant thing —the 
ability to tear things apart, breal: then down into their 
component parts. You may have noticed already how few 
builders are prepared to tear their buildings down 
again and 

examine whether it was put together correctly. 
Scientists, on the other hand, have learned 

this first principle. To study the living organism, they 
must exanine the individual parts. Hence 

the student is taught to dissect. Unfortunately, the 
thing which holds the parts together seems 

to be what makes it Live and they never seen to 

be able to find it when the time ocmes to reassemble the 
parts. But the method is sound, and that is what camts. 


STUDENT 


I'm not sure I understand everything you're saying. 
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, MERE 
Don't worry, you will. Now, if you're interested 
in Theology, I would advise you to study under just 
one man. In this field, especially, it is dangerous 
to listen to more than one version. The ultimate 
goal of theology is faith, and if you have heard 
only one word, there is no Goubt as to which 

word to believe. Above all, take careful notes in 
class. What would John and Luke and Paul have 

Gone, had they not been practiced in taking 
dictation? 


- 


STUDENT 


Could you say just a word about Medicine? It's 
such a large field; there's so much to learn. 
Could you give me any hints, any shortcuts? 


week 
a EPH 


Learn what you can, and exneriment with the rest. 
If you have confidence in yourself, others will 
have confidence in you. Nost of your patients 
will be women: learn to “handle” them. A man 
with the title Doctor has access to areas from 
which other men are barred. Leam to examine 
more than the pulse. Check te see if the corset 
is too tight-—-a frequent source of trouble. A 
steady hand and a fiery eye are important at the 


STUDENT 


That appeals to me. At least the Doctor has 
semething concrete to work with. 


Son, all theory is gray and barren. Only the tree 
of life hears golden fruit. 


ay 
STUDENT 
This all seems like a dream. May I bother you 
again scmetime for help. You Imew so ruch about 
everything. 
MEPH 
I'll be happy to do whatever I can for you. 
STUDENT 
Thank you. (exits) 
Sometimes I think I'm in the wrong business. That 
boy has heard more truth today that he will during 
his next three years in college. (Faust enters) 
FAUST 
Well, where do we go? 
MEPH 


Anywhere you want. I've prepared a delightful 
syllabus for you: you'll profit from this course. 


FAUST 
At my age I'm not going to be able to mingle in 
society. I don't have the necessary grade and 
cham. I'll be embarrassed no matter where we qo. 
MBPH 


Time will take care of that. The art of living is 
based on self-confidence. 


32 
FAUST 
How will we travel? Do vou have horses and a coach? 
EPH 
All we have to do is spread this cloak out. I've 
prepare? a little hot air to raise us off the 
ground. If we take only a little light luggage, 


we'll have no trouble gaining altitude. Ready? 
Good luck in vour new career, 
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Scene V 
ADERBACH'S CELLAR 


(a drunken orgy in pantomime) 


Scene VI 
WITCHES' KITCHEN 


(Faust's rejuvenation in pantomime) 
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ACT II 
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Scene I 


FAUST 


(to Gretchen passing by) Well, my pretty little 
girl, may I walk with vou a ways? 


CRETCHEN 

I'm not very pretty and I'm certainly not your 
little girl. And I can find my om way home, 
thank you. 

FAUST 
My God, ee 
Shy and proper, but a little snippy, too. 
Beautiful coloring and complexion. And the cute 
way she blushed and told me off. (Meph enters) 
Listen, you've got to get that girl for me. 

MEPH 
Huh? Which girl? 

FAUST 
The one who just passed. 

MEPH 
That one over there? Don't bother. She just 
came from church. I happened to be where I 
could overhear. She wasted a good haw praying 
about sins she doesn't even know how to commit. 
She's about as innocent as they come ané I have 
no control over her type at all. 

FAUST 


She looks older than that. 
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MEPH 


Well, Docter. That drink put a little life into 
you after all, didn't it? You mean you really 
want to ...? The legal age is 21, you know. 


PAUST 


Don't lecture me about law. I'11 ome right to 
the point: unless I have that girl tonight, av 
Geal is off. 


Oh, come on new: I'1] need at least two weeks to 
arrange that. 


FAUST 


If XI thought I could wait tventy-four hours, I 
wouldn't. need the devil's help to gain her... 
cooperaticn. 


Good night, you sound like same Frenchman. New, 
don't get all upset. Any geod Italian story will 
tell you that anticipation is half the fim. 
Mork at it a little.. A woman is like a wax 
candle: set fire to her first; let her bum a 
little. Soften her up. That's the way to handle 
it. 

FAUST 
I'm burning enough already. 

EPH 
Serleusly, now. Take my word: you cen't work 
that fast with a young girl like that. You 


can't force her. We'll have to be diplomatic 
about it. 
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FADST 


Then at least get me a little mmento from her: 
a scarf ... a garter ... @ ... 


MEPH 


Just so that you see that I really mean to help 
you, I'll take yeu to her room today. 


FAUST 
And I'll see her ... have her? 

HEP 
No! She'll be at a neighbor's house. But you 
can let your imagination go and inhale the 
atmosphere in which she Lives. 

FAUST 
Let's go. 

MEPH 
It's still tooreariy. 

FAUST 

Get a gift for her -—- fran me. 
He's quite generous with my gifts. A good thing 


I have a few things buried away. I'd better go 
and sort things out. 
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Scane IT 
EVENING (A small, neatly kept roca) 


GRETCHEN 


I'd give anything to know who that gentlemen wes 
who stopped an sroke to me today. He was so nice 
looking. I'11 bet he's a nobleman. You could 
see it on his face. That's probably why he was 
se fresh. 


(Gretchen exits; Mephistopheles and Faust enter.) 
MEPH 

Come in, but be muiet. 

leave me alone for a while. 
MEPH 


Not all girls keep their rooms so clean. (eit 


FAUST 


Strange how the twilight changes a rom. A hare 
cell reeking of poverty; yet it has a kiné of 
beauty and an air of peace and content, as 
though filled with blessings. Is it because 
these few things have been touched by her? ‘This 
table -~ the chair where she has sat. (draws 
aside a bed-curtain) I came to see this, to 
revel in anticipation. I cave because I wes no 
longer content imagining ... I wanted a background 
for the pictures I have created. Now that I'm 
here, I neither lust nor desire. I feel as I 
aid as a child in the cathedral on Sunday 
morning. Here one should whisper -—- tip-toe. 
Here I should kneel and ... if she were to come 
through that deor now, how you would pay for 
being here like this. For she could never 
understand. 
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MEPH 
(entering) Quickly! She's on her way un. 
FAUST 
We're leaving! I'l) not be back again. 
MEPH 


I managed to find this little jewel box. Just 
part it in her dresser. I promise you, she'll 
go wild when she sees it. I put a few things in 
the box for you. I had sanebody else in mind 
when I got them -- but a girl's a girl and 
all is fair. 


FAUST 
I don't know if I should. 
EPH 


What do you want to do? Keep them for yourself? 
Well, then seduce your cw girls fram now on and 
don't hother me any more. I work ny fingers to 
the bone and you're too stingy to give anything 
away. (places the hox inside a drawer) 

Let's go now ... Good Lord! We're akout to win 

a sweet young thing for you, and you stand there 
as if you were going te give a lecture on physics. 
Come on; let's go. 


GRETCIEN 


It's close and sultry in here. Strange, it's 

not. very warm outside. I have a strange feeling. 
I wish Mother were at hare. It's silly, but I'm 
frightened. (She hums a song while undressing. 
She opens the drawer to put her clothes away 

and sees the box.) How did this pretty box get 
in here? I'm sure the drawer was closed. It's 

a beautiful box. I wonder what's in it. Mevbe 
Mother loaned someone some money for it. There's 
a little key on the rikbon: I think I'll open it. 
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God in heaven, look at that. I've never seen 
such beautiful jewelry in my life. I wonder who 
awns this. (she puts the jewels on and goes to 
the mirror) I wish these earrings were mine. 
They make you look so different. Mother may say 
that it's enough to be young and pretty, but no 
one looks at you if you con't have enough 
money to cress decently. 


(Later, Faust, lost in thought, walking up and 
down. Mephistopheles enters.) 


MEPH 


By rejected love and the fires of hell!! I 
wish I knew sanething worse, so that I could 
really curse! 


FAUST 
What ails you? What a look on your face! 
MEPH 


I'd tum myself over to the devil — if I didn't 
happen to be he. 


FAUST 


Have you gone mad? Not that it would surprise 
me. 


MEPH 


The jewels! The jewels that I went to all the 
ther of getting for Gretchen. ‘They ended up 
in a demmed preacher's pocket! Her mother took 
one lock at them and decided there was something 
wrong. That woman has got a good sense of smell; 
she cught to -- she has her nose in a prayerbook 
all the time. She can sniff a piece of furni-~ 
ture and tell whether it's been blessed or net! It 
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didn't take lory for her to know that the 
jewelry wasn't very holy. “My baly," she 

cried, “unrighteous wealth will ensnare your 
soul and poison your blood. We'll give it to 
the Church and heaven will shower us with 
blessings." The little bitch just stocd there 
and pouted. She figured it was a gift horse — 
and anyway, anyone who put such wonderful things 
in her room couldn't be all bad. But her 
mother sent for the preacher. It dicn't take 
him five minutes to size things up. “You did 
the right thing in calling me,” he said. “He 
who overcomes desire shall he rewarded in the end. 
Your system could never stand such rich food. 
But the Church has had plenty of practice in 
devouring wealth. She has swallowed entire 
countries with no ill effects. A few jewels 
certainly won't give her intligestion." 


FAUST 


You can't just blane the Church for that. It's a 
universal custam. 


MEPH 


Then he cleaned the box of the necklace, the 
chain and the ring, as if they had been chicken 
feed. He muttered 4 weak thanks and promised 
them some kind cf reward in heaven. A lot 

of qcod that will do then. 


FAUST 
anc Gretchen? 

HEPH 
Sits hone and frets. She doesn't know what she 
wants now. Half of the time she thinks about 


the jewels and the cther half about who could 
have given them to her. 
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FAUST 


The poor thing; I feel sorry for her. Get 
another box of jewels for her. That first one 
wasn't much anyway. 


MEPH 
Oh, sure. It's easy for you. 
FAUST 


You're supposed to arrance things for me. 
What kind of devil are you? Get going. Get 
some more jewels. 


MEPH 


Yes, sir: my pleasure, sir. (Faust exits) 

I should heve known better than to let him 
get involved with a woman. A lovesick fool 
like that might well ordéer the sun, the moon 
anc all the stars for his girl friend to 
play with. (exits) 


Scene IIT 
THE NEIGHBOR'S HOUSE 


MARTHA 
(alone) May God forcive my poor hushand for 
running off and leaving me alone in my cold 
bed. It really wasn't my fault. God knows 
that I loved him. (she weeps loudly) Perhaps 
he's deal. How terrible! I don't even have 
a death certificate to prove it. (Gretchen 
enters) 

GRETCHEN 
Martha! 
Gretchen! What's the matter? 

GRETCHEN 
I'm so excited. I found another jewelry box-— 
ebony! Fight in my dresser. And the things 
in it are even more beautiful than the others. 

MARTHA 


Don't tell your mother. She'll take it to the 
preacher again. 


GRETCHEN 
dust icok inside. 
MARTHA 


(helps Gretchen put some of the jewels on) 
Oh, you are lucky. 
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But I can't wear them on the street and certainly 
not to church. 


Leave thea here with me. ‘Then you can came over 
whenever you want and put them on in front of 
the mirror. Later we'll find occasions to 
wear them in public -—- little by little: 

first a necklace and then the pearl earrings. 
Your mother will never know ~~ and if she 
does, we'll figure something out. 


Who could have put the two boxes in my room? 
It. doesn't seem right. (there is a knock) 
Oh, what if that's my mother? 
MARTHA 
(peeking through the bling) It's some man -- 
looks like a foreiqner. (calls) Cane in! 
(Mephistopheles enters) 
MEPH 
May I come in? (seems embarrassed at the sight 
of Gretchen) Oh, I beg your pardon, ma'm. 
Iwas looking for a Mrs. Mertha Schwerdtlein. 
MARTHA 
That's me. What would the gentleman like? 
MEPE 
(softly to Martha) Now that I've seen you, 
Ll recognize you again. I'l) come back this 


afternoon. I didn't know you had such 
distinguished compeny. Excuse me. 
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MARTHA 


(aloud) Oh, that's fumy. He thinks you're 
high seciety. 


I'm not anyone important. Thank you, but this 
jewelry doesn't belong to me. 


MEPH 
Oh, it's not just the jewelry. There's just 
something about the lady: her bearing-~the 
fire in her eyes ... It's good of you to let 
me stay a few minutes. 
MARINA 
What brings you here? 
MEPH 
I wish I had better news; I hope you won't blame 
me. Your husband is dead and asked me to stop 
by and say hello. 
MARTHA 


Dead? My dear, dear husband? I cannot bear it. 
I'm going to faint. 


Oh, Martha, you mast be brave. 


Let me tell you the whole story. 
GRETCHEN 


That's why I never want to fall in love. My 
heart would break if my love were to die. 
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MEPH 
Joy always brings sorrow: that's life. 
PARTA 
Tell me how he died, 
MED 


He lies buried at St. Anthony's in Padus. His 
grave is in a fine, cool, restful spot. 


Didn't you bring me anything besides news? 
Yes, he left one request. Ee wants you to 
pay for three hundred masses for his soul. Aside 
from that, he left nothing. 

MARTHA 
What? Not even his lucky penny? One little 
diamond? Surely he had a little scmething he 
was saving for an emergency. 

| MEPH 
I'm sorry, ma'm. But you mustn't think he was 
awastrel. He regretted his mistakes -- he 
had terribly bad luck. 


Oh, why faa teas is so unhappy? Martha, I'il 
remember hin in my prayers. 


MEPH 


Such a kind, sweet child as you should start 
thinking of pth we age. : 
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Ch, no; that's out of the question for a long 
time yet. 


TE not a husband, then certainly a... friend. 

Making love to a real gentleman is one of 

heaven's delights. 

We're not in the habit of actirs; that way, sir. 
MEPE 

Habit ox not -~ it does happen. 


MARTHA, 


I watched him die, lying on a pile of half 

i one straw -~ it was practically a manure 
pile. His conscience was bothering him. “How 
I hate myself," ‘he cried, "for deserting my 
wife. Thinking of it is encugh to kill me. If 
only she could forgive me before I die." 


(sobbing) My dear hushand; I forgave him long 
AIO. 
MEPH 
"But, God knows, my wife was more to blame than I." 


That's a lie! Imagine, telling lies on his 
Geathhed. 
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MEPH 


I'm certain that he was out of his head there 
at the end. "I had," he said, Sigg acts st 
worry about. First the children. i 
a living for then. I never had — aon of life 
at home.” 


So easily he forgot how much I loved and slaved 
for him day and night. 


HEPH 
Not at all. He told me that on the day he got 
his share of the gold captured by the ship he 
was serving on, the first thing he thought of 
was Vou. 
MARTHA 
Golé? Where? bid he bury it scmewhere? 
MEPH 
Who knows where it is now. One night while on 
shore in Napels he got lost. And a girl who 
happened to be walking the street found him and 
tock him heme. Ah, the love ané care and 
devetion she gave him. Im fact he never did 
get over all that she gave him. 
MARTHA 
The crook. He robbed his own children. 
MEPH 
True, but as a vesult he's dead now. If I were 


you, I'd mourn him for a year ~~ dress in black -- 
meny men find black very attractive on a woman. 
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MARTHA 
Oh, I could never find ancther like my first 
husband. He was so sweet -- but a little 
foolish. He just liked to roam about too much, 
that was all ... and he liked foreicn wines ... 
and foreign women ... and those god-damned dice! 

MEPH 
Oh well, it might hawe been different if both 


of you harl been willing to close one eye. In 
fact, under that condition I'd be willing to 


buy you a ring myself. 
MARTHA 
You're probably just joking. 
MEPH 
(aside) Now I had better leave. She'd make 
the devil himself keep his promise. (to 
Gretchen) And how is it with your heart, my 
dear? 
GRETCHEN 
What do you mean by that, sir? 
MEPH 


(aside) You innocent child, you. (aloud) 
Goodbye, Ladies. 


GRETCHEN 
Goodbye. 

MARTHA 
Say, before you go. Can you help me get a death 
certificate? I like to do things right ... you 


know ... read in the newspaper about his 
being dead. 
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MEPH 


Oh, yes, you'll neec tem witnesses to prove his 
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Geath legally. Luckily I have a first-class 
friend who will be glad to go to court: for you. 
I'll bring him here and introduce him to you. 

MARTHA 
Yes, do that! 

MEPH 

And will the young lady he here, too? My friend 
is a well-traveled gentleman. He knows how to 
treat young ladies. 

GRETCHEN 


Oh, I would just blush and stemmer before such 
a gentleman. 


MEPH 


No reason for you to do that -— even if he were 
a king. 


MARTHA 


We'll wait for you two gentlemen tonight cut in 
my garden behind the house. 
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Scene IV 
PAUST 


How are things going? Will it work out? Are 
we about ready? 


MEPH 
Isn't it a little soon after lunch for such 
ideas? Who wants to make love on a full. 
stomach? Wait wtil tonight. You're 
supposed to meet her then at her neighbor 
Martha's house. That woman's a born pimp 
if ever I saw one. 

FAUST 
Good. 
But she wants semething fron us in return. 

FAUST 
One good turn deserves another. 

 MEPH 

All we have to do is swear out a deposition 
that her husband's bones have been stretched 
out in Padua-~in consecrated land. 

FAUST 


That wasn't a very smart deal. Now we'll have 
to make the long trip before I win Gretchen. 


52 
PFEPH 


Sancta Simplicitas! Nobody's talking about a 
trip. All you have to do is swear to it. You 
don't have to know about “t. 


FAUST 
If that's the best you can think of, you'll 
have to work out a different plan. 

MEPH 


Look who wants to be a saint all of a sudden. 
Is this the first time you've ever given a 
little false testimony? Aren't you the one 
who gave grend lectures about Cod, the world, 
man, and everything about then--without knowing 
much more than you know about brother 
Schwerdtlein's death? 


FAUST 
You're a Sophist and a Liar. 
MEPH 
No Goubt about it. But I also happen to know 
a little samething about you. Isn't it your 
plan tomorrow, in all honorableness, to befool 
poor Gretchen ard to swear eternal love to her? 
FAUST 
Fron the bottem of my heart. 
MEPE 
How nice. And I suppose you'll speak of 
eternal faithfulness, ari of how love has caused 


a certain overpowering ... urge. Will that be 
from the hottom of your heart, too? 
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FAUST 


That's enough of that. I say it will he. 
When I try to describe what I feel for her, 
when I search for words and find none adequate 
for the searing flame in my heart, when there 
is no name, anc I call it wending, eternal—~ 
is that a devilish game of lies? 


MEPH 
I'm right, nevertheless. 

FAUST 
I can't comete with you. You'll hold out 
your same old argument until your opronent 
gives in. I'm tired of this whole business; 


primarily because you are right. What I do, 
I must do. 
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Scene V 
GAPDEN 


(Gretchen on Faust's arm. Martha and Meph 
walking up and down) 


GPETCHEN 


I'm afraid you're just heing nice to me in order. 
tc spare my feelings. I suppose you learmmed 
that from all your travels. I know quite well 
that my conversation doesn't hold much interest 
for a man with as much experience as you have. 


A word, even just a glance from you, interests 
me more than anything else in the world. 
(he kisses her hand) 

GRERSCHEN 
You don't have to do that. I know that my hands 
are ugly and rough. I can't help it, though, 
with all the scrubbing and scouring I have to 
de. My mother is awfully strict. 
You say that you are constantly travelling? 

MEPH 

My ‘job anc my responsibilities keep me on the 
move. Sometimes it's hard to leave an 
especially attractive town. But nothing can 
be done akout it. 

MARTHA 


Being able to come and go as you want is fine 
as long as you're young. But when your luck 
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mums cut—well, it's not much fun for a 
bachelor to head dewnhill toward the greve-- 
all alone. 
MEPE 
I shudder now already just thinking about it. 
MARTHA 


Then, sir, I'd advise you to think it over 
before it's too late. 


GRETCHEN 
You're just naturally kind and courteous. But 
“out of sight, out of mind.” You have a lot 
of friends who are more clever than I. 
FAUST 
Relieve me, my dear, what the world calls 
clever is often nothing but conceit and 
narrowness. 
GRETCHEN 
Hew's that? 
a 
/ FAUST 
It's too bad that simplicity and innocence 
aren't able tc assess themselves and 
nize their true value...realize that mmility 
and lowliness are the highest gifts which 
nature can hestow. 
GRETCHEN 


Just think about me for a manent. I'l) have 
lots of time to think of you...when you've gone. 
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FAUST 
You're alone a lot? 
GRETCHEN 


Yes, cur family is quite small, but it does have 
te be taken care of. We don't have a maid, so 
I have to do the cocking, the cleaning, the 
sewing and knitting—and rum errands all day. 
My mother is so fussy about everything. It's 
not as if she has to try so hard to keep 
expenses down. We're much better off than a 
let of people. My father left us our little 
house and a piece of land just outside town. 
My life is pretty quiet: my brother is in 
the army; my little sister died—~taking care 
of her was hard work ... but I'd work twice as 
hard if she were still here. 


FAUST 


She must have been wonderful if she was 
anything like you. 


GRETCHEN 


I raised her, you Inoay. She was born after 

my father died. We didn't expect Mother to 

live either ... but little by little she began 
to improve. She couldn't murse the baby, of 
course, sc I had to take care of the little 

prune -—- that's just what she leoked like. 

I mixed up milk and water and fed her — it 

was just as if she were my baby -~ I held her 
and rocked her and fed her. 


FAUST 


Purest happiness for you. 
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It wasn’t all fun. I kept the cradle right 
next to my bed. She cowld hardly move 
without my waking up. I'd feed her and take 
her in bed with me; and a lot of times when 
she wouldn't stop crying, I'd pick her up and 
walk back and forth with her. Then I'd have to 
get up early in the moming—to get the washing 
was Nanping-—~-and then cook the meals--it kept 
me pretty busy. I wasn't always in the best 
mmmor—but hard work certainly makes food 
taste better—and von have no trouble sleeping. 


MARTHA 


It's not easy for us women. It's hard to 
convert a confirmed bachelor. 


MEPH 


It's just a matter of women Like you showing 
me that there's a better life. 


MARTHA 


Tell me the truth...haven't you found anything 
yet? Isn't there someone special? 


MEPH 
It says in the thirty-first chapter of Proverhs: 
"hho can find a virtuous wanan? For her price 
is far above rubies.' 
MARTHA 
I mean, haven't you ever wanted...you know. 
MEPH 


I've always been given a...qood welcome. 
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MARTHA 


What I mean is ... haven't you ever been 
serious about it? 


You should never joke about wamen. 
MARTHA 


You don't seem to understand what I'm trying to 
Say. 
X 
MEPH 


Oh, I'm sorry. But I widerstard ali right ... 
that you're very kind. 


FAUST 


You recognized me again as soon as I came 
through the gate, didn't you, my sweet? 


GRETCHEN 
Didn't you see me blush? 
FAUST 


And you forgive me for being so fresh to you 
when you were leaving the cathedral? 


GRETCHEN 


I was upset -- nothing like that has ever 
happened to me before. I wondered if I had 
dene something indecent ... or led you on... 
no one can say that I've ever been inmodast. 
You seemed to just expect me toc ... you know. 
I must confess, though ... I wasn't really 
angry ... at myself, perhaps, but not at you. 
I knew I should he ... but I wasn't. 
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FAUST 
You're the sweetest thirg. 
GRETCHEN 


Wait a minute. (she picks a daisy and pulls 
the petals off, ome by one) 


What are you doing? 
Nothing, it's just a gare. 
FAUST 
Shew me. 
GRETCHEN 


You'll laugh at me. {she plucks petals off, 
moumuring to 


FAUST 
What are you whispering? 
(half aloud) He loves me; he loves me not. 
FAUST 
Dear heavenly thinc. 
GRETCHEN 


(continues) Loves me...not...loves me...not... 
(pulling off the last petal) He loves me! 
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Yes, my darling. Listen to what the flower says: 
he loves you. Do you understand what that 
means? He loves you. (grasps her hands) 


Oh, Heinrich. 


Don't tremble so. Lock at me. Let my hands 
and my eyes tell you what I am wnable to say: 

to surrender oneself to love ... to yield oneself 
carpletely ... to feel an ecstasy which has no 
end ... eternal ... its end would he despair ... 
no, this feeling can never end ... never. 
(Gretchen raises his hands to her cheek, frees 
herself and runs off. Faust stands for a 
moment, lost in thouyht. ‘Then he follows her.) 


MARTHA, 
It's getting dark. 
MEPH 
We have to leave. 
MARTHA, 


I'd ask you to stay longer, but you know how 
it is in a small tom. The people have nothing 
better to do than watch every move you make. 
Mo matter how careful you are, there’s always 
gossip. Where's our little couple? 


MEPH 


They've flown up the path — just Like the 
birds and the bees. 
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MARTHA 
He seems to like her. 
MEPH 


And she him. That's what makes the world 
go round. 
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Scene VI 
GRETCHEN'S SONG 


(alone at the spinning wheel) 


My peace is gone 
I*11 never again find it. 


Being without him 
Is like being dead. 
The whole world tastes bitter. 


My poor head is so mixed up. 
My mind is all confused. 


My heart is heavy 
My peace is gone 
T'll never again find it. 


I just stand by the window 
iri watch for him. 

I dom'’t leave the roa 
Fxeept to find him. 


His walk, his bearing, 
His smile, 
His fiery eyes, 


The magic of his speech 
The touch of his hand, 
Anc his kiss. 


Hy heart is heavy 
My peace is gone 
I'l) never again find it. 


My heart yearns for him; 
If £ could just touch him 
And hold hin, 


And kiss him 
As I want; 
IT would die wider his kiss. 


63 
Scene VIT 
MARTHA'S GARDEN 
GPRETCHEN 
Promise to tell me something, Reinrich? 
FAUST 
If I cen. 
GRETCHEN 
Then tell me what you think about religion. 
You're a good man, but I don't think you pay 
much attention to it. 
FAUST 
Don't Jet that bother you. You know how dear 
you are tome. I'll do anything for those 
I love; I certainly would never deprive them 
of their church and their feelings toward it. 
GRETCHEN 
But that's not right. You have to believe. 
FAUST 
Does one have to? 
GRETCHEN 


If I could just show you. You don't even 
honer the Holy Sacraments. 


FACST 
I honor then. 
GRETCHEN 


But you don't seem to want them...to need then. 
You never go to fiass or to confession. Do you 
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believe in God? 
FAUST 


My darling, who can say: I believe in God? 
Ask anyone...& priest or a professor...and 
his answer will sound as if he were mocking you. 


GRETICHEN 
Then you don't believe. 
FAUST 


Sweetheart, con't misunderstand me. Who can 
give him a name and then confess: I believe 
in him? On the other hand, what man could 
ever feel him in his heart ané yet dare say: 

I don't believe in him? He that embraces and 
upholds all, doesn't he hold and embrace you... 
me...himself? MPon't you see the vast dane of 
the heavens up there? And isn't the earth 
firmly fixed here beneath it? Don't the 
eternal stars rise so that they may gaze 

dom on us? When we look into each other's 
eves, Gon't you feel everything moving, stirring 
in your heart and in your mind...weaving an 
eternal mystery around vou and in you ani 
through you? Fill your heart with the realiza- 
tion of how great that mystery is, and when 
you are completely absorbed by that blissful 
realization, then call it by any name you 
want: happiness, bliss, love, god! I have no 
name for it. It's the feeling for it...the 
feeling of it which is all important. ‘The 
name is just noise and the sncke which hides 
the heavenly Light. 


GRETCHEN 


I think that's right. It's just about what 
the priest says--~-but in different words. 
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FADST 


Everyone, everywhere says it; but each in his 
com language. Why shovldn't I express it in 
my Cun way? 

GRETCHEN 
When I hear you explain it that way, it seams 
almost right. But there's still samething 
wrong about it. It's not Christian. 
Sweetheart. 

CRETCHEN 


It's hurt me for sane time now to see the 
company you keep. 


What do you mean? 

GRETCHEN 
That...man who's always with you; I can't help 
hating him with ali my soul. Nothing has ever 
filled me with such horror as the sight of his 
dreadful face. 

FAUST 

Honey, you don't. have to be afraid of him. 

GRETCHEN 
I get shivers just having him around. Usually 
I like everyone. But as much as I long to see 
you, just that much do I dread having to be near 
him. And besides that, I don't think you can 


trust him. I'm sorry if I do hin wrong, but 
I can't help it. 
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FAUST 


You have to have odd ones like him in the world, 
too. 


GRETCHEN 


I couldn't live with his type around. When he 
comes in the Goor, he locks around half 
sneering at you and half hating you. You can 
tell that he doesn't really care ahout 
agryone or anything. You can see on his face 
that he isn't capable of loving anyone. I 
feel so good in your amns...so safe and warm 
and cuddly. But when he's nearby I just sort 
of freeze inside. 


FAUST 
You're just trying to be my guardian angel. 
GRETCHEN 
No, it's more than I can stand...When he gets 
anywhere near us, it's actually as if I didn't 
lave you any longer. And in his presence 
I can't even say a prayer to myself...that's 
what's so awful. Don't you feel the same way, 
Heinrich? 
FAUST 
You just don't like him for sare reason. 
GRETCHEN 
I have *#o go now. 
FAUST 
Won't we ever have sane time to ourselves? 


Will we never do more than talk to each other 
of our lov®? Is that all our love will ever 


67 

be... talk? 

GEETCHEN 
If I only slept alone. I'd leave the coor open 
for you tonight. But my mother is such a light 
sleeper. And if she feud us, I'd just die. 

FAUST 

That's no problem, heney. Take this little 
bottle. Three dross in her cup is all it takes. 
She'll sleep soundly all night. 

GRETCHEN 


Heinrich, there's nothing I wouldn't do for your 
sake...but this won't hurt her, will it? 


FAUST 


How can you ask that, sweetheart? Would I give 
it to you if it were harmful? 


GRETCHEN 

I don't Ilmow why, but all I have to do is look 
at you and I know I'm going to do what you 
want. I've already done so much for you that 
there's hardly anything left to de. (exits) 
(Mephistooheles enters) 

MEPH 
Is your little puppy dog gone? 

FAUST 
You've been spying again? 

MEPH 


I wouldn't have missed a word of it. The good 
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doctor got quite a lesson in the catechism. I 
hone it did you some good. Girls like her are 
always interested in knowing whether you're 
plous and have nice traditional views about 
religion. They figure that if you give in 
there, you'll give in on other questions, too. 


FAUST 
A. monster Like you can't understand how such 
@ true ard lovin; soul, whose only assurance 
is her faith, must torture herself with the 
feeling that the man she loves is eternally 
MEPH 


Why you lecherous old goat. Letting a little 
flirt lead you around by the nose. 


FAUST 
You aborted son of fire and muck! 

MEPH 
And she's an expert in physiognamy, too. She 
has a strange feeling in my presence. Behind 
my taask she senses same hidden purpose. She 
feels that I'm some evil genius...maybe even 
the devil. Is tonight the night? 

FAUST 
What's that to you? 

MEPH 


I have my bit of pleasure in it, too. 
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Scene VIII 
AT THE WELL 
LIESA 
Have you heard about Barbara? 
GPRETCHEN 
No, I don't get out much. 
LIESA 


Sibyl told me. That little show-off has finally 
mate a fool of herself. 


GRETCHEN 
What do you mean? 


It stinks to high heaven. She's feeding two 
now when she eats and drinks. 


GRETCHEN 
Ch, no! 
LIESA 


Well, it serves her right. She's been hanging 
on that fellow for months now. Gallivanting 
around, in and out of town, to all the dances: 
She thought she was so pretty, ~ 7 she didn't 
even show any shame when she accepted all kinds 
of presents from him. Always sitting in the 
@ark, kissing and hugging. Well, I quess she 
went a little too far this time. 


GRETCHEN 


The poor thing. 
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LIESA 


How can vou feel sorry for her? While we were 
doing our chores all day and not being allowed 
out of the house at night, she and her boy 
friend were on a bench in some dark spot loving 
up a stom. Well, for what she did in private, 
she's going to pay for in public. 


Surely he'll marry her, won't he? 
LIESA 


He'd he a fool to. A boy Like that can find 
plenty ef other girls. Resides, he's already 
gone. 


GRETCHEN 
That's terrible. 
LIESA 


Even if she did get him, we'd still make her pay. 
the boys would tear her wedding veil off and 
we'd throw straw at her instead of rice. (exits) 


GRETCHEN 


Vhat awful things I used to say when scme poor 
girl disqraced herself. My tongue was always 
So ready to paint the sins of others even 
blacker than they were. I would bless myself 
and act as if I were so much better—and now 
I have bared myself to that same sin. Yet 
everything which drove me to it was so qood... 
SO sweet. 
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Scene IX 
THE CITY WALL 


GRETCHEN 


(praying) I have no one else to tum to. Your 
om pain and grief was caused by your love for 
your Son. Perhaps you cen understand the fear 
and tomment which my love causes me. I didn't 
know that love could cause such pain. The 
flowers outside my window are watered by my 
tears every morning and every evening. But I 
love him. What should I do? You couldn't 
stop loving. [Do we have to suffer when we 
love? Help me. 


(soldier, Gretchen's brother) Many a night I 
have sat at the table with my friends, 
listening to them boast of their girls, drinking 
toasts #0 the beauty and virtue of the wmen 
back home. I sit quietly and smile, stroking 
my beard, until finally I, too, raise my glass 
and propose a toast: "To the flower of woman- 
hood, with whom none in this land may be 

, Whose gentleness and purity raises 
her far above all others, to my sister, 
Gretchen!" At the sound cf her name the 
hoasters fell silent, until each man slowly 
rose to his feet, nodding assent, and paid 
homage to my sister. But now the truth is out. 
If I could curse and shout, tear my hair, do 
anything except sit in silent shame midst 
the scorn and mockery of those who know. I long 
to smash them, to destroy then, if I omly 
didn't know that they speak the truth. What's 
that in the darkness? Who's aoming? Unless 
I'm mistaken, there are two of then. If one 
of them is he, I'll kill him on the spot. 
(Faust, Meoh enter) 


FAUST 


In her window bums the candle which quides me 
te the altar of our love. But the gloam and 
darkness which it drives away seeks me out 
and settles in my heart. 


MEPH 


Ané I feel like a cat creeping w a ladder 
to the loft in which hides a juicy mouse. The 
thrill of the hunt, the anticipation of the 
catch, the satisfaction of fulfilling one’s 
purpose in life. This whole adventure is but 
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a Gress rehearsal for the day after tonorm— 
Walpurgisnacht. Ah, we'll know full well 
then, why we get no sleep at night. 

FAUST 


Are you sure you have the box with you? I 
don't want to go to her tonight without a gift. 


MEPH 
Don't always be so anxious to pay for everything. 
Some of the best things in life are often 
obtainable for nothing. In fact, I'll give you 
a first-rate lesscm at no extra cost. Listen 
while I soften her heart with a song with a 
moral-~they always like same morals in their 
immorality. (sings) 
VALENTINE 
(steps forward) What do you think you're doing, 
you damned rat catcher? First I'13 take care 
of the guitar—and then the devil behinc it. 
MEDH 
Axee-—he broke my guitar. 
VALENTINE. 
And I'll break your neck, too. 
MEPH 
(to Paust) Up and at him, Doctor. Stay close 
by me and follow my lead. Come on: out with 
your feather-duster. I'11 parry, you attack. 
VALENTINE 


Parry this! 


74 


MEPH 
Why not? 
VALENTINE 
and this! 
}EPH 
Certainly. 
VALENTINE 


What's happening? Am I fighting the devil 
himself? My am is growing lame, 


MEPH 
(to Faust) Now, drive it heme! 
VALENTINE 
(falls) Ugh (or something) 
EPH 
Nicely done. But we'd better leave; it's 
getting pretty noisy. I can take care of the 
police, but the curse of Cain is smmething 
different. (exit Faust and Meph) 
MARTHA 
(at her window) Help! Help! 
GRETCHEN 


(at her window) Please, someone bring a Light? 


This one's dead! 


Did you catch the murderers? 


GRETCHEN 
Kho is this? 
CROWD 
Your mother's ° 
GRETCHEN 
Dear God, no! nol 
VALENTINE 


You women! Come and hear what I have to say. 

I don't have long. (all gather around him) 
Gretchen, at first I couldn't understand that 
one as young and sveet as you could act so 
badly. Now I have solved the mystery. You're 
a whore and have just been acting like what 

you are. You might just as well keep it up now. 


Dear God; how can my own brother say that to me? 
VALENTINE 


The Lord God has nothing to @ with this affair. 
It's an old story. You start with just one; 
then others join the fun. Once you get up to 
an even Gozen, the whole town can have you. 
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No, Valentine, no! 
VALENTINE 


Why not? Aman should be proud of his profession. 
Why not a woman? Be proud of yours when the 
town turns from you on the street, shums you at 
the dance, bans you from the church. Your 
frienis will creep through the alleys to meet 
you after dark. God may forgive you or not-- 
May you be cursed on earth. 


Don't spend your last breath blasphemine--- 
pray for God's mercy before vou die. 


If I only had the strength to strangle you, 
you pimping slut! I'd earn forgiveness for 
all my sins by getting ric of you. 


GRETCREN 
Valentine, what have I done to you? 
VALENTINE. 
I'll tell you. On the day you cut yourself 
away from decency and honor, you drove this 


sword through my heart. May Got forgive 
your-I cannot. (dies) 


Scene XI 


EVIL SPIRIT 


What a different girl you were, Gretchen, when 
you used to come before the altar filled with 
purity and innocence. You would read fron your 
little prayer book, half chilcishly ané half 
with a real feeling of God in your heart. 
Gretchen, what evil is in your heart now? Are 
you praying for the soul of your mother, whan 
your hand sent to sleep in endless pain? 
Whose blood is that on your doorstep? And what 
is that foreboding presence which begins to 
stir and swell under your heart? 


GRETCHEN 


Ch, God, will I never be free of these thoughts 
which accuse and torment me? 


EVIL SPIRIT 


The wreath of God grips you. The trumpet sounds. 
The graves are shaken. And your heart arises 
from the cead ashes, trembling before its 

fiery torture. 


GRETCHEN 
If I were only away from her. ‘The organ seems 
to stifle me; the singing dissolves my heart. 
The walls are closing in on me; the ceiling is 
crushing dow on me. I feel so faint...I must 
have air. 

EVIL SPIRIT 
Hide yourself; sin and shame will not remain 
hidden. ‘The saints turn away fron you. The 
pure shudder to reach a hand to you. Woe.. 


Help me...please. (she faints) 
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Seene XII 
WALPURGIS NIGHT 


(The Witches’ Sakbath in pantcriime.) 
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Seene xATIT 


FAUST 


In misery, despair. Abantloned to a wretched life 
and now tragped. Thrown into prison as a érimi- 
nal. That poor tortured creature. Did it have 
te cane to this? And you hid her misery fron 
me, you contemptible, treacherous devil. You 
stand there and glare at me with your hateful 
eyes. hile she's abandoned to the spirits of 
evil and to the judgment of unfeeling men. rx 
all the while you lull me with stale diversions, 
hiding her growing misery from me...and let her 
go alone and helpless to her destruction. 


MEPIT 
She's not the first. 
FAYST 


Abominable monster. Etemal Spirit, turn this 
devil into a dog again, that he may roll on the 
ground before me until I tremole him into dirt. 
Not the first? What human soul can comprehend 
that this could have happened to others? Why 
cid not the first creature to sink to such 
depths of misery atone for the guilt of all 
others when she paid this terrible price? Surely 
one poor soul suffering such mortal agony would 
suffice in the eyes of the All~forgiving Spirit. 
The anguish of this one soul tears my heart and 
you grin complacently at the fate of thousands. 


MEPH 
Ami again already we're at our wits'cend. Why 
join up with us if you can't carry through? 
You shouldn't ask to fly 1f you get dizzy. 
Did we force you? Or did you call us? 


Don't bare your greedy fangs at me. Great and 
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glorious Spirit who deigned to appear to me: 
You know my heart and soul. Why do you chain 
me to a beast which feeds on suffering and 
delights in ruin and destruction? 


MEPH 
Are you finished now? 
FAUST 


Save her or I'll make you pay. The most 
terrible curse be on you for thousands cf 
years. 


MEPH 


I cannot loose the chains of the blood Avenger. 
It is written: “He that liveth by the sword 
shall perish by the sword." I have no power 
here. Save her, he shouts. Who sent her to 
her ruin, I...or you? (Faust looks around 
wildly) Don't bother looking for a thunder- 
bolt. Fortunately that weapon was not given 

to you niserable mortals. Smash and destroy 
the imocent if he crosses you...that's the 

way tyrants dispose of their owm embarrassments. 


FAUST 
Take me to her. She shall be free. 

MEPH 
What of the danger you run? The hlood-guilt 
of the town can only be removed by the death 
of the murierer--who killed the girl's brother? 
You. ..or I? 


FAUST 


You dare bring thet up, too? The death and 
destruction of an entire world be om vour 
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head. Take me to her, I say. Free her. 
MEPE 

I'll take you there and do what I can. But I'm 
not almighty. New listen: I'11 beciouwd the 
jailer's mind; then you seize the keys and 
lead her out —- I cannot touch her. I'll keep 
guard, I'll have the magic horses ready to 
carry you both away. That much I can do. 


Then hurry, hurry. 
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Scene XIV 


PARUST 


I had almost forgctten what it meant to tremble 
in mortal anguish. Behind these clammy walls she 
is lodged. And her crime was the innocent 
belief that because love is good, it must 
also be right. And you, Faust, are afraid 

to see her again, face to face. Hurry; if 

you hesitate, she is docmed. 


CRETCHEN 
(singing is heard from within) 
My mother was the whore who killed me; 
My father was the beast who ate me. 
My sister the crone, 
Did bury my bones; 
At last I am free 
To flee, to flee. 
PAUST 
She doesn't suspect that her beloved is near. 
CGRETCHEN 


(cowering on a pile of straw) They're coming. 
They're coming. 


FAUST 
Shh. Speak softly, dear. I've come to save you. 
GEETCHEN 


Haven't I suffered enough? Are you a monster 
that now you must kill me, too? 


FRUST 
Please, Gretchen; you'll awaken the quards. 
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GRETCHEN | 


Who told you to fetch me now already? Isn't 
dawn early enough for your? But I'm so young, 
so very young--how can I die? I was pretty, 
too. That was my min. I had a friend who 
was always near me; but now he's gone away. 
Oh, my veil is torm-~end straw, not rice. 
Don't touch me. Don't hurt me; what did 

I ever de to you? Please listen tome. I 
never even saw you before. 


FAUST 

Bow leng can I stand this? 
GRETCHEN 

Very well, do what you will with me. But first 
let me give my baby some milk. I held it tight 
all last night. They wanted to hurt me, so 
they took my baby away-~and now they say that 
I killed it. They've made up nasty songs 
about me--that isn't nice of them. 

FAUST 
Gretchen, it's Il Gretchen! (kneels beside her) 
That's right; let's kneel and pray to all the 
saints. Listen! Down these stairs and 
through the door-~the devil is waiting there 
to take us to hell. 
(shaking her} Gretchen! (loudly) Gretchen! 


GRE TCE 


That's my friend's voice. Where is he? I heard 
him call. I'm free. No one can stop me. T 
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rust go to him, kiss him, hold him tight. He 
called me Gretchen. He was standing just 
through the door. I reoognized his voice 
ahove all the sounds of hell. 


Is it really vou? Say it again! (embraces hint 
It's he! It's hel And all my pain is gone. 

My fear of the dungeon, the chains-~all gone. 
It's you. Come to save me. I'm saved! Now 

I see the street on which we first met; and 

the little garden where Martha and I waited 

for you. 


FAUST 
Come with me; come quickly. 
GRETCHEN 


Stay here a little while. I like to stay where 
you are. 


Come. It will be too late uless we hurry. 


What. is it? Don't you like to kiss any longer? 
You were only gone from me such a short time, 
and almeady you've forgotten how to kiss? 

Why an I suddenly so frightened, when at other 
times my arms wens around you, your words in 
my ear, your lips so close e sine, it 

seemed almost heavenly. You used to drown me 
with your kisses. Kiss me nowl Or I'll kiss 
you! (cisses-him) Ch! your Lips are cold and 
silent. What has happened to your love? 

(she turns from him) 
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FAUST 


Come, follow me; be brave, dear. Afterward 
I'll leve you a thousand times as much as 
before. But now you must follow me out of here. 
Please, Cretchen. 


GRETCHEN 


Are you really he? You freed me; you said you 
would stay with me. Why is it that you don't 
dread me? Do you know who it is you free? 


FAQS? 
Come with me. Dawn is almost here. 


I killed my mother; I drowned my baby. Didn't 
God give it to us? To you, tee, I can hardly 
believe it's you. Give me your hand. No, I'm 
not. dreaming; this is your dear gentle hand. But. 
it's wet; wipe it off. There's blood on it. 

My God, what have you done? I beg you, put 

your sword away. 


FAUST 


Don't bring back what is past. You'll kill 
me with your memories, 


No, I'll die, but you have to live on. I'll 
éescribe the graves fer you. You'll have to- 
see to them the first thing tomorrow. Give 
my mother the best place; put my brother next 
to her; and me a little to one side—but not 
too far away. Put my baby in my amas. No one 
shall ever sleep beside me again. It almost 
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seems as if you were shutting me out—as 
though I had to force myself upon you. And 
yet you're really here, and you lcok so good 
and kind. 


FAUST 


If you feel that in your heart, ee 
with me. 


GRETCHEN 
Out. there? 
To freedoan. 
- GRETCHEN 


If the grave is there; if death is waiting, then 
come. I go frem here to my eternal rest, but 
nowhere else. You're leaving now? Oh, if T 
could only go with you. 
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You can. If you only want to. The door is open. 
I can't leave. ‘There is no hope for me. What 
good would it do to flee? ‘They'd find me again. 
It's not as though my conscience were clear, 
you know. There is nowhere to hide. 
I'd be with you. 

GRETCHEN 


Quickly, quickly. Save your peor child. Hurry. 
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Take the path to the river; there by the 
foothridye; at the edge of the woods; in 
the pond, to the left. Hurry, you must 
reach it. It's trying to get out. It's 
atill kicking. Help! Heip! 


ERUST 


Stop it, Gretchen. Come, one step and vou're 
free. 


GRETCHEN 


T£ we could just get to the other side of this 
hill. Look, there's my mother sitting on a 
stone. My hair stands on end. My mother's 
sitting on a stone. Her head is nodding. She 
deesn't wave; she doesn't nod. Her head is 

so heavg. She slept so long. She didn't wake 
up. She slept so that we could enjoy our- 
selves. Those were such happy times. 


FAUST 


We have no Gime to lose. If you won't listen 
#o me, then I'll have to carry you out. 


GRETCHEN 
Don't touch me: I won't allow it. Don't be so 
rough with me. I did it all just for you. 


FAUST 
Dawn is here. Oh, Gretchen. 


Yes, the dawn of a new day. Tt was supposed to 
be my wedding day. Don't tell anyone that you 
spent. the night with Gretchen. oh, now it 

has happened. We'll meet again, bot not at the 
dance. ‘The bell is tolling; the stave breaks. 
Ch, how they seize me, bind me, drag me to the 
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block. The blade is already oe for my 
neck. ‘The world lies silent as the grave. 


FAUST 
Why was I ever bom? 

MEPH 
(appears at the door) If you delay any longer, 
you're lest. What's the use of all this talk? 
I can't control my horses mech longer. It's 
almost light. 

GRETCHEN 


What is that? It's he! Send him away. What 
Goes he want in this holy place? He wants re! 


FAUST 
No, you will live! 
GRETCHEN 
Inte God's hand I commend my soul. 
MEPH 


(to Faust) Come on now, or I'll leave you 
here with her. 
GRETCHEN 
Save me Heavenly Father; give your angels charge 
over me. Faust. Faust! 
LORD 


(appears) Thouyh he serves me now bewildered, 
soon I shail guide him into clarity. The 
gamiener knows thet a harvest of fruit is 
first preceded by a few green leaves. 
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